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occasion she rose and swept from the service in the middle of
the sermon. She was compelled to issue a ban on texts that lent
themselves to this manner of preaching. Simier, however, had
every good hope. He declared that he would merely wait to say
more till the curtain was drawn, the candle outs and his master
In bed. English gentlemen at Milan were ordering sumptuous
attire in anticipation of the wedding.

Alengon, unlike the Archduke Charles., was too astute and
impetuous to let dignity impede his fortune, or dally away time
over negotiations. Ignoring Ms brother's cautions, in the middle
of August he slipped over to England, heavily disguised. No
one at Court knew - or was supposed to know - that he had
landed, except the Queen and Simier. Arriving in the latter's
chamber early in the morning, while Elisabeth still slept, he
could hardly be restrained from rushing straight to kiss her
hand. Simier wrote her a note saying that he had put his tired
master between two sheets:c Would to God it was by your side/
Alen^on certainly had a way with him. Age had improved his
looks a little; vivacity did the rest. Elizabeth told him that he
had been represented to her as hideous, hunch-backed, and de-
formed, but she found him the reverse and most handsome in
her eyes. Thirteen days and thirteen nights of continuous love-
making ensued, with mutual vows and fine promises. They ex-
changed valuable presents, and she added him to her list of pet
beasts3 giving him the nickname of her frog, The days hastened
by; he took his leave. Simier wrote that his master had spent the
last night in sighs and moans and had got him up early to talk
of the Queen's divine loveliness and swear a thousand oaths
that without hope of seeing her again soon, he could not live.
Alengon himself wrote four letters from Dover., three from
Boulogne, declaring that he was desolate, doing nothing but
wipe away the tears that fell uninterruptedly from his eyes. He
was the most faithful and affectionate skve in the world, and
as such kissed her feet from the coast of that comfordess sea.

But the hostile murmur in London and elsewhere grew alarm-
ingly. The same spirit seemed abroad that had opposed the mar-
riage of Philip and Mary in the past, and the Spanish ambassado^